A   HAPPY   EXCHANGE
But being removed from the literary atmosphere, I
began to think of writing. Oh, nothing of importance!
Just an article or two now and then, some of which came
back, while some did not. Lane saw them and en-
couraged me to continue, and Chapman also used to
urge me on.
So time went on. I saw Lane rarely, though I heard
and read of him often enough. Then came his marriage
and his setting up house at Lancaster Gate Terrace,
whither I went to pay a sort of state call. But that
marriage, as the old romancers used to put it, 'deserves
a chapter to itself.
At last it was bruited abroad that Lane was about to
begin his English Edition of the complete works of
Anatole France. I had for a long time wished to try
my hand at translating from the French, and Lane had
given me his word that some day he would let me do
so. I now wrote to him reminding him of his promise.
Alas, all the Anatole France translations had been
arranged for. However, there was a book by Vincent
d'Indy—a life of C£sar Franck. Would I care to do
this, and would I come to tea next Sunday? I went,
and there encountered Mrs. Rosa Newmarch, a noted
authority on music and musicians. She was about
to begin, for Lane, an English version of Lenotre's
book on the Duchesse d'Angouleme, the daughter of
Louis XVI, to which she was not especially drawn.
What if we changed books? Lane consented, and so
Mrs. Newmarch did the musical, and I the historical,
book.
My work, wherever the quality of the translation was
noticed at all, was praised. Lane was pleased and
went about praising me very generously. That was
the beginning of my resumption of relations with The
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